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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


| must confess, | really had no intention of writing this but the idea kept growing on me and | just had to. | 
hope you like where | went with this <3 


There was a bar in LA - not officially a gay club but it might as well have been - where Dave liked spending 
his slow nights. No band practice, no shows to go to, no friends to hang out with and no money for drugs 
typically led to nights like this. He was kneeling in a bathroom stall, head down, hair hanging in his face. He 
wasn't proud of what he did; no one knew and no amount of torture could ever make him confess that he gave 


blow jobs through a glory hole. 


Dave couldn't decide which was dirtier: the floor or the acts he committed in that filthy bathroom. The tile on 
the ground was broken, cracked into about a million pieces. It was cold and yellow. The redhead did his best not 
to think about what color the floor used to be. He had spent enough time both in the bathroom and in the 


club in general to know that no one ever cleaned it. The stale stench of smoke did a decent job of masking the 


overall smell of the room, which smelled of urine and infidelity. At least twice a night a couple of guys would 
retreat to the men's room and hook up in one of the other stalls. If it was the stall next to the one he was in 
he would watch and jerk off. They were always loud enough to cover any sound he might be making. If it was 
in another stall he would simply listen, stroke his cock through his pants and usually be filled with an 
overwhelming sense of loneliness. 


True, he had a boyfriend that he could be home having sex with. Junior was always ready and willing, anxious 
to get any attention Dave threw his way. Dave didn't think of himself as a bad boyfriend, not really. The singer 
had lived a hard life and wasn't used to being given affection. The bassist had lived quite differently, coming 
from a loving family that always supported him. Junior talked about his family a lot after he moved to LA, 
calling them whenever he got a chance and filling Dave in about everything that they were doing. It all sounded 
boring to him but he listened anyway, wondering how he would have turned out if he had been brought up in a 


similar environment. 


The door opened and Dave's attention snapped back to where he was and why he was there. He heard 
footsteps coming toward him, slow and reluctant. The bathroom wasn't very big and had only a slight echo but 
Dave could hear each piece of broken tile crunching under the man's shoes. Closer and closer until the door in 
the next stall opened and shut rapidly. Dave kept his distance from the glory hole, finding the act far more 
tolerable when he saw nothing about the person on the other side. The man stood in front of the hole and all 
Dave could see was denim, the front of his jeans. The redhead saw no bulge and wondered if the man on the 


other side knew what the hole was for. 


The man stood facing the hole for a long time, shuffling his feet around awkwardly. Dave began to get restless, 
the man's awkwardness beginning to wear on him. He didn't want to say anything but wanted even more to rid 


himself of this uncomfortable feeling. 
"Well?" 


The other man coughed, clearing his throat though he didn't really need to. Dave heard the undoing of a belt 
and slide of a zipper. Then slowly, reluctantly, the man put his dick through the hole. The size of it was ample, 
the shape was normal, circumcised. Dave was a bit unnerved at the other man's nervousness, something he 
had never encountered before in all his time at the club. Deep breaths were coming from the other side of 
the wall. Dave wished he could say something to calm the man down. In this club, getting a blow job was a 
very normal, routine thing. It had happened to Dave countless times, though not usually with a wall dividing him 


from the other man. There were always private rooms and dark corners to sneak into. 


Dave took a quick breath and leaned forward, placing his hands on the wall and taking the head into his mouth. 
There was no need to take his time. He quickly took the whole cock into his mouth, pushing the head deep into 
his throat and earning a moan from the other man. Dave learned that the best way to please someone under 
these circumstances was to be quick. The man on the other side was looking for release, nothing more. He 
worked the shaft, careful not to graze the tender skin with his teeth. The moans he was getting from the 
other man were an indication that he wouldn't last long. Every time Dave did this, no matter how hard he tried 


not to, he always thought about Junior. 


The fact that Dave had never given Junior a blow job and yet gave them so freely to strangers kept him 
awake some nights. Junior was always happy to blow Dave and never once got mad when Dave declined to do it 
back. Well, at least not outwardly. The sparkle in his eyes would dull momentarily and then he'd shrug it off and 
busy himself with something for a while. Sometimes Dave reasoned that doing this would help him work up the 
courage to one day grant Junior's request but somehow he knew he never would. Junior was braver than the 
redhead had ever been, never afraid to put himself out there or try something new. Dave was a slave to 


routine, and the biggest part of his routine was being the one in charge. 


A heavy groan filled the air as the man in the other stall came, releasing into Dave's mouth. Dave never 
swallowed, only withdrew and spit very quietly into a paper towel. Once again he couldn't stop himself from 
thinking about his boyfriend. If he ever blew Junior one thing would be certain: Junior would appreciate it. One 
hand would be threaded in Dave's hair, the other on his shoulder. He would complement Dave constantly, telling 
him how good everything felt. It would be personal and intimate, the complete opposite of what he was doing 
now. He would also earn that satisfied exhale that Junior always gave after he came, similar to the one that 
was echoing off the bathroom walls now. 


Dave gasped quietly. He was frozen in place, unable to believe what he might have just done. A few seconds 
later the boots of the other man moved rapidly toward the door. Dave quickly stood and opened the door of 
the stall he was in. He looked out but only saw the boot of the man as he was leaving. Junior wore black 


boots... 


Dave ran out of the bathroom, hoping to catch a better look at the man Bright lights were flashing and music 
blared from the speakers. Dave looked left and saw someone leaving, seeing nothing more than his shadow on 
the door as he walked out. Again Dave followed him, unable to pass through the crowd as quickly as the other 
man had. When he finally reached the door he looked around, seeing the streets were flooded with people. Dave 
knew he only had one other chance to see if the man he had just serviced was Junior. There was a shortcut 
through an alley that led back to the apartment they shared. It was usually isolated. If Junior was going 
straight home Dave knew he would be going that way and made a run for it. The singer pushed through the 
crowd roughly, focused on getting to the alley to see if Junior was there. 


When he finally reached the alley, Dave looked down to the end and saw his boyfriend. He was nearly to the 
end and about to round the corner to their apartment building. He was still walking quickly. He stopped and 
leaned against one of the buildings. Dave guessed he was going to light a cigarette but was shocked to see 
Junior lifting the bottom of his shirt and holding it to his face. Was he crying? Dave hoped and prayed that 
wasn't the case but there was little else he could have been doing. He watched Junior's shoulders shaking a 
little, even swore he heard a quiet sob over the roar of the crowd. Dave stood a moment longer until Junior 
wiped his face again with his hands and turned the corner. Dave wanted to go after him but knew he couldn't. 
He didn't want to admit that he could never willingly go down on his boyfriend but had just done it 


anonymously. 


He left the busy street and also began to walk down the alley, albeit very slowly. He didn't want to meet Junior 
too quickly. He wanted to give him a moment to get inside the apartment and get settled, maybe even wash his 


face and get something to drink Dave questioned if it would be better to just stay out all night, go home after 
Junior was already in bed. But he knew that wasn't an option As Dave walked he made up his mind about 
something. He would go home, get in bed with David and hold him while he slept. In the morning, he would tell 
him first thing that he loved him. Dave didn't do that very often but wanted to start doing it more. The 


redhead never saw the need for it but knew that Junior would like it. 


Litte by little, Dave wanted to make Junior happy. And he hoped more than anything he would, one day, be able 
to do it physically. 


